
This I BelieveðThere are more Things in Life than Academic Grades 

    

I am a person who study to live, not live to study. Of course, there are people who are so 

fervent about academic improvement, they view it as the reason of their existence. However, I am 

not one such Isaac Newton, and despite having chorused ñI love studyingò in class since the first 

day of primary school, I still believe that there are more things to be treasured in life than simply 

getting an A1 for End-Of-Year exams. 

  

To me, studying may ensure my future career and survival in the society, but I believe that 

the main quality that differentiates human beings from other living beings is that we do not live to 

merely survive or reproduce, but we find other pleasures, which are the purposes of our lives, not 

studying which is but one of the many useful tools to fulfil these goals. 

 

For example, my family, my friends, and traveling are several things that invoke more joy in 

me than a good grade in a Mathematics quiz. To be accurate, I rejoice in getting a good grade 

because it means that I may have a higher possibility of getting a good job in future, which 

ensures that I have the means to fulfil  the basic necessities of life in order to do what I enjoy.  

 

Not long ago, I had believed that studying is the main purpose of a student. Indeed, in this 

meritocratic society, academic grade seems to have become a key judging criterion for success and 

in some religions, a yardstick for measuring filial piety. Our generationôs icon of success was 

Albert Einstein, who spent his entire life buried in scientific calculations, and became even more 

dedicated to ñimproving the lives of mankindò after experiencing a failed marriage.   

 

Since secondary school, my mind seems to have developed this amazing ability to filter out 

anything unrelated to getting a decent grade. I was almost completely shut out from the rest of the 

world, doing more math problems per day than sentences uttered to my parents.  

 

One fateful day, I was on the bus heading home, still trying to solve an algebra equation in my 

head when, I suddenly noticed a rain tree outside the bus window, with pink feathery blossoms 

springing out from the crown. It was a common sight, but at that moment, it simply looked 

amazing, and I wondered why I had not noticed it previously. For the rest of the bus journey, I 

became more sharply aware of my surroundings than I had for months. My world suddenly burst 

into colours and sounds outside my mental prison of algebra and history essays. I did not just see 

and hear and touch, I noticed and felt all that I had failed to appreciate for so long. When I arrived 

home, I saw my mother washing vegetables in the kitchen and my little brother playing on the floor, 

and my heart was filled with pure gladness. It was gladness in my life that could not be attained 

even if I were the top scorer of A-levels. 

 

It was then I realised how many wondrous things there are in my life which are far too 

precious to be overlooked with the excuse of ñI need to studyò. Indeed, I am just a normal 

secondary school girl, I may not have a perfect or exceptional life, but I believe there are more 

things in the kaleidoscope of my life than simply an A1 for EOY. 

 


